
The History of King Lear. 

anti furd-gownes hides ali. Get thee glaflceyes, and lilceafcur 
»y politician, feeme to fee the things thou docft not ; No n<J 
pull off my boots, harder, harder,fo. 

Edg. O matter and impertinency.mixt reafon in madneffe. 

Lear. If thou wilt weepe my fortune, take my eye* ; I know 
thee well enough, thy name is Glofter, thou muft be patient we 
came crying hither: thou knowft the firft time that we find the 
airc, we waile and cry. I will preach tothee,markc me. 

do. Mack, alack, the day. 

.Lewr.When we arc borne, we crie that wee are come to this 
great ftage of toolesr this a good blocke.lt were a delicate ftra- 
tagemto fhootatroopeofhorfewithfell.and whcnlhaucftole 
vpon thefe fonnes in la w^then kill, kill,kill,kill,kill,kill. 

♦ . . - . • . • . ' ' * f*. \ * 5 ' ‘ 

Enter three gentlemen. 

Gent.O here he is, lay hands vpon him firs, 

Lear. No refcuc.whata prifoner? I ameene the naturall foole 
of Fortune : vfe me well, you ihallhaue aranfom. Let me haue 
a C'hirurgcon, I am cut to’th braines. 

Gent. You fhall haue any thing. 

No feconds, all myfelfc: why this would make a man 
of fait to vfe his eyes for garden water-pottes, land laying Au- 
tumnes duft. gent. Good Sir. 

Lear - 1 will dye brauely like a Bridegroome. What, I will bee 
louiall : Come,come,I am a King my mafters.kno w you that ? 

Gent. You are aroyall one,and we obey you. 

Lear. Then thcres lifeint, nay if you get it you {hall set it 
with running. Exit King running. 

Gent. A fight moftpittifull inthemeaneft wretch, paftfpea- 
king of in a king : thou haft one daughter who redeenies nature 
from the generall curfc which twaine hath brought her to. 

Edg. Haile gentle fir, 

Gent. Sir fpeed you, what's your will ? 

Edg.tfo you heare ought ofabattell toward ? 

' gent, Moft fure and vulgar,euery ones hcares 
That can diftinguifh fenfe. 

Edg. But by your fauour,how neercs the other army ? 

gent. 





The History of King Lear. 

Cent. Neete and on fpeed for’t, the maine deictic*. 

Stands’ on the bourely thoughts. 

O,. fpcci.ll cure h hce„ 

His army is mou’d on. £, v /r 

S cfo Youwer gentle godstake my breath from me, 

Let not my worfer fpirit tempt me agame, 

To dye before yon pleafe. 

Edz- Well pray you father. 

SS^S‘^rn fort " nesMows ’ ■ 

W\J'by the Ait of known. >nd feeling lOTt ° v 'j 
AmpeegnnmH, good pitty.Gine me your hand, 

to boot, to boot. 

Enter Steward. 

de G/« y Now’ let thy friendly hand put ftrength enough to’t. 

SuwS therefore bolde J>ezant darft thou fupport a pobhfe 

,ray tor, hence leaft the infc&ion of his fortune take like hold on 

thee, let go his arme. 

Edg. Chill not let go fir without cagion. 
c t L Let eo ftaue,or thou dieft. 

Site GoodGentleman goe your gate, letpoorevolkepaff^ 
and chud haue beenezwaggar’d out of my life, wold no.haue 
bene zb Ion ° by a vortnight: nay come not nceretbco.de id- , 
keepe out cheuore ye,or ile try whether your coftard or my -«■ 
be the harder, chillbe plainewilh you.. They fight. 

| | I^CteJpiSyoS' ’teeth air,coineno matter for your tomes. 
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